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But Fortune, the jade, would never forgive
Poor Pat all his jokin' and folly, And just as the tide of victory turned,
He fell to a murderous volley.
They found him beside a cannon lyin',
But still the gossoon to chuckle was tryin,'
" Shure I Death, the curmudgeon, should be mighty
merry
With three score bites to this small Irish cherry, I shall find the blue heaven a blessed release is. Take care how you lift me ! I'm comin' to pieces.*'
They took him along to the hospital tent, Though they saw in a jiff that his life it was spent* And never a bone did they find in him whole, So they sent for a priest to pray for his soul.
Then Father O'Gorman he did what was needed, And the partin7 soul on its long journey speeded* "Listen, my son, to what Scripture saith, "c The Good God loves whom He chasteneth.*"
The wan lips smiled and the eye twinkled bright. "Ye're speakin' the truth, Holy Father, this night, And I think I'm a bit of a favourite,"
Then he laughed and turned on his wounded Bide, But fell back soon, and laughin' died.